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the Althing, whose editions of Sagas I know very well: he seemed a shy, kind, scholarlike man, and I talked Icelandic all I might to him."
On Monday, the I7th of July, the preparations were completed, and the caravan started on its journey* The route taken had been planned out with the principal ob-j eft of visiting the scenes of the greater Sagas: first Lithend and Bergthorsknoll on the southern coast; then across the wilderness to the fiords on the northern sea, and over the mountain passes into Laxdale; round the peninsula of Snaefellsness, the land of the Ere-dwellers; and so back to Reykjavik by Thingvalla, the great central place of assembly for Iceland from the heroic age down to the beginning of the present century. The Gey sirs, the main objeft of most Icelandic tourists> which Morris, however, regarded with undisguised contempt, were to be taken on the northward journey.
When they got to camp at the end of the first day's travel, a we came into a soft grassy meadow bordered by a little clear stream, and jumped off our horses after a ride of six hours and a half: it was a cold night, though clear and fine, and we fell hard to unpack the tents and pitch them while the guides unburdened the horses, who were soon rolling about in every diredion, and then set to work diligently to feed: the tents being pitched, Magnusson and Faulkner set to work to light the fire, while Evans and I went about looking for game, about the hill spurs and the borders of a little tarn between the lava and our camp: it was light enough to see to read; wonderfully clear, but not like daylight, for there were no shadows at all: I turned back often from the slopes to look down on the little camp, and the grey smoke that now began to rise up, and felt an excitement and pleasure not easy to express ; till I had to get to my shooting, which I didn't like at all: howeve^ll us that the water is ten fathom deeped and peaked, of anotherum-         !
